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cBack already?3 he said, lifting his eyebrows.
'Anything wrong?3   'Nothing/ I murmured,
'except------  But may I introduce my uncle?'
Uncle Vittorio gazed intently at Sir Alfred,
strode across the room with unflinching
courtesy, and kissed him on both cheeks.
cHe is Eke a son to me/ he observed. 'And
where did you take your son for the evening?'
inquired Sir Alfred, by no means dashed by
my uncle's assault. 'He took me/ I said,
'to see a new Post Office in the suburbs/
'He is/ said my uncle, cso sage, so virtuous,
and he has, too, a weak stomach/ cThe
Post Office/ said Sir Alfred, sympathetically,
'was not too much for you, I hope?' 'No/
I said, 'not too much.' 'You will drink
something?' Sir Alfred inquired. 'Alas! no/
said my uncle. 'I am troubled with my
stomach. It is in fact time for my bed,
You forgive me.3 'But gladly,5 murmured
Sir Alfred. My uncle kissed me. 'How
right/ he said, 'your aunt was.' The door
closed behind Vittorio. 'If your aunt is his
wife/ said Sir Alfred, 'she was not right at
all/ 'She is not/ I said. 'Well/ said Sir
Alfred, 'I had thought of going to the Palais
Royal. What do you think?3 I put my
coat on rapturously. 'And still/ said Sir
'Alfred in the taxi, 'I believe that he was an
alibi/